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change in the Londoner's outlook and temper.
The change was in process of making, and the
period was a spasm of labour between the old
and the new. It was the agony of Springtime
and rebirth. Not until the twenties did we see
the full effect of the times in new attitudes, new
demands, new forms of entertainment, new
modes of speech, new crime, and a new and
more violent loosening, especially among the
young, of all old restraints. The cry on all sides
was for A Good Time. The social type of the
pre-war years went into hiding, and left the
new type to carry on one long Whoopee,
It seemed that the thunder of the guns and
of anti-aircraft defence had so long tormented
people's ears as to bring them to a state in which
they could not live without it. More noise, they
craved, more noise. And the theatres and the
restaurants and the dance-halls and the electric-
drills and the motor-bikes and the talkies
supplied it. The amusements of the twenties
must go on record, I think, as the apotheosis of
noise. Noise was their essence, their structure,
their whole being; when drum and saxophone
and cymbals ceased to have effect upon the
drugged ear, it was re-galvanised by semi-
human voices reproducing the hayings of the
jungle. People of every sort loved it; it was a
necessary adjunct to their idea of a Good Time.